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THE GREAT DUEL. 
‘First Gentleman.—You're 4 dirty, low Dlackguard. 
Second Gentleman.—You’re a liar! 
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The Great Duel. 


DISPATCHES received at the hour of going 
to press show that Mr. J. F. Loubat and Mr. 
Henry Turnbull, both well-known members of 
the Union Club, are on their way to some re- 
mote part of the South with fire in their eyes, 
and with a determination to engage in mortal 
combat. <A correspondent of THE JUDGE with 
the party informs us that both the gentlemen 
are well supplied with seconds, surgeons, 
undertakers, corkscrews, baskets of chain- 
pagne, and all the paraphernalia, according 
to the code of honor, necessary for a. first- 
class dueling party. Both gentlemen con- 
ferred with Mr. John G. Hecksher, Mr. James 
Gordon Bennett, Dr. Charles Phelps, and 
other experts in the art of dueling, before 
starting for the ground, and were posted con- 
cerning the ways of honest farmers who may 
happen to cross their path. Our corres- 
pondent, evidently not realizing the gravity 
of the situation, intimates that there is some 
likelihood that at least one of the party may 
be shot in the back by one of these honest 
farmers, and that there is no likelihood that 
either the of aggrieved gentlemen will shoot the 
other, as they will, without doubt, fight with 
corkscrews. Would that we could share our 
correspondent’s very good humor on this oc- 
casion. When, however, we remember the 
many bloody encounters, both in and out of 
the Union Club, we are inclined to believe 
that our correspondent has been led astray in 
his predictions. 

Mr. Bennett and Mr. Hecksher certainly 
do not agree with him. They have reason to 
know that not all of the fighting between gen- 
tlemen of this club is done with pen, ink and 
paper. And in this connection we might sug- 
gest that base ball bats, in the hands of out- 
raged husbands and brothers, would serve a 
good purpose if used on the heads of those 
members of the club who stand at the spacious 
windows of the club-house, on Fifth avenue, 
and insult wives and sisters as they pass 
through that great thoroughfare. 

We trust that Mr. Loubat will learn on the 
battle-ground whether Mr. Turnbull really 
ever did say in his presence that he (Mr. Lou- 











bat) was a ‘‘dirty, low blackguard, and that 
he was not fit to be a member of any club, and 
certainly should never be admitted to any 
gentleman’s house.” 

This settled, we hope that the honest farm- 
ers of the region roundabout will fall upon the 
dueling party and do their duty. 


The Irish Throne. 

To sit on the throne of Ireland is one of the 
glorious possibilities of the future dear to the 
heart of almost every Irishman, whether he 
may be found trotting across the bogs of his 
native land with club in hand, or sitting in 
lofty grandeur in America, making laws for 
Americans. His shrieks for Irish independ- 
ence are as natural to him as the very habit 
of breathing. That there live many sons of 
the Emerald Isle who have not at some time 
boldly shouted in the teeth ot the British lion 
that ‘* Ireland must be free,” is a proposition 
which would be entertained only in a mad- 
house. It is not sufficient that in ‘‘ this, the 
greatest Irish city in the world,”—as certain 
Land League orators delightfully refer to the 
Metropolis of America—that the air of free- 
dom should be vouchsafed to all who come 
from the green sod of Erin. It is not enough 
that here they should be permitted to exercise 
w power before which Americans, Germans, 
French, Spanish, Italians, Chinese, and the 
rest of mankind, tremble. Freedom in Amer- 
ica is one thing, they savagely inform us, 
and freedom in Ireland is something else. 
We cannot, if we would, dispute this asser- 
tion. It long ago became fashionable for 
Americans to speak respectfully of Ireland in 
the presence of an especially active class of 
Irishmen, and we have no wish to fly from 
the beaten track made by our illustrious pre- 
decessors. 

We are told that England holds Irishmen 
in Ireland in a state of servitude. That, in 
fact, Irishmen are slaves in their own coun- 
try. It is not many years ago that in 
America the black man was a slave. It is 
not difficult, while it may be painful, to re- 
call his sufferings while in bondage, and his 
heart-broken pleadings for freedom. The 
South was washed in blood that he might 
have his liberty, and to-day he stands free 
and equal before the world with his white 
brethren. Yet, in looking back over his 
days of wretchedness before the war, we find 
not only a vast difference between the con- 
dition of the black man of those times and 
the Irishman of to-day in all that the word 
slavery implies, but we find also that while 
one was calm and patient, and hopeful that 
the priceless boon of liberty would be his, the 
other whips about in his rage, striking his 
friends as well as his foes. The majority of 
Irishmen will not be calm and patient, or even 
consistent, when fighting for that mythical 
freedom of which we hear so much. The 
former. slave-owners of the South will remem- 
ber—and thousands of them are yet living— 
with what devilish delight Irishmen became the 
overseers of plantations thick with cotton and 
rice and negroes. Volumes might be written 
on the inconsistency of Irishmen, but they 
would accomplish no good. 








We might remind them that the greatest of 
American clergymen, Henry Ward Beecher, 
has eloquently and bravely advocated their 
cause for years, and yet at the first opportuni 
ty they would hiss the mention of his name as 
they did in the Cooper Union mass meeting on 
Friday night. We might remind them that 
at a time when their countrymen and women 
were starving in Ireland that James Gordon 
Bennett, of New York, freely gavé to them the 
handsome sum of $100,000, yet they would 
bitterly denounce him as they did in the meet- 
ing to which we have referred. We might tell 
them that while the evictions in Ireland last 
year amounted to something like 13,000, 
that the evictions in New York were 
four times greater during the same length of 
time, and we might further remind them that 
Irish landlords, both in Ireland and in this 
city, were mainly responsible for these evic- 
tions. But what good would be accomplished 
by telling them all this? We would be 
branded as the enemies of Ireland, and prob- 
ably be informed that we have been purchased 
with British gold. 

Therefore, we will noi tell them what might 
be told, and will assure them that we are 
indeed such firm friends of Irishmen that we 
would gladly make them a present of Ireland 
if we could. If we were able to persuade 
good Queen Victoria to give Ireland to the 
Irish, we would be far happier than we ever 
expect to be. The spectacle of Irishmen 
fighting for possession of the throne of Ireland 
might be one that would throw the whole 
world into paroxysms of joy. Nearly every 
Irishman in the universe would go to the front 
for such a prize as that, and within a year the 
island, which is smaller in dimensions than 
our own State of New York, would more than 
likely be the great grave of the Irish race. 

But there is a class of Irishmen who are a 
credit to their country, and who deserve the 
confidence which has been reposed in them by 
English statesmen. Ifsuch Irishmen as these, 
who could gain more for Ireland through 
peaceful means than by warfare, were sup- 
ported in thei: endeavors by the great mass 
if the Irish people, England would soon find 
it profitable and pleasant to concede to Ireland 
that which her people demand. 


ANNIE DvuGAN, at Tony Pastor’s Opera 
House, has made a wonderful hit in her danc- 
ing parts there. It isn’t often that a lady 
succeeds in dancing herself into the popular 
heart, but she has not only done it, but, occa- 
sionally kicks her shoe into the audience for 
good measure. 





WILLIAM J. FLORENCE, the actor, it is pretty 
well known, is moving heaven and earth to 
secure a consulship from his friend, President 
Arthur, and there is probably no reason why he 
should not be furnished with a comfortable sit- 
uation of that kind. But when one of Mr. Flor- 
ence’s friends asked the whereabouts of that 
gentleman the other day, and was answered 
that he intended to remain in New York until 
he was duly and regularly made a consul, it was 
no wonder the crowd laughed as the anxious 
inquirer fiendishly remarked, ‘‘ Then Billy will 
be with us for some time.” 





















































GEMS FOR THE PRINTERS. 
Sue 5 was portly and round and fair, 
And he threw in type with a lordly air 
Under the coal-oil’s lurid glare. 


One of Slug 5’s innocent joys 
Was, when surcease from work and noise, 
He jeffed with the other printer boys. 


It made the printer men howl and moan 
When on the fatal imposing-stone 
They saw his handful of em quads strewn. 


One night, unknowing of Slug 5’s fame 
At playing this most unfortunate game, 
A slim young man to the news-room came. 


And seeing the slender creature near, 
Slug 5 remarked with a bitter leer, 
“T'll jeff you, sir, for cigars or beer.” 


And the slim man started and tossed his head— 
The shaft struck home and his heart-strings bled— 
‘Pray, what is jeffing?” the victim said. 


And Slug 5, thinking his ruin planned, 
Explained the process in detail, and 
The young man yearned for to take a hand. 


Then three times threw Slug 5 the tricks, 
And he made a total of just eight nicks, 
And he quoth ‘‘ He never can beat that fix.” 


The young man gatherea the em quads too— 
A Molly, a cock, and two he threw— 
‘* Now one more throw and that will do!” 


The young man threw, and there supine 
On the cold, cold stone, in a ghastly line, 
Loomed seven nicks—or a total of nine! 


And this in Boston! 





SHaDE of Garrison! can this be true? 
Shade of Phillips! (and where was it?), did 
this thing really happen, and in Boston? It 
does not seem possible. In Boston. Boston, 
the home of anti-slavery and® equal rights: 
the refuge of the escaped slave in slavery 
days: the boaster of her culture and _phil- 
anthropy—this same Boston actually denied 
shelter to a colored man at one ofher hotels, 
and an ex-Congressman at that. 

Why, such a thing could not or would not 
happen in New York, or even in a Southern 
city, and yet ex-Congressman Small was given 
the cold shoulder at the Tremont House, and 
all because he happened to be black. One 
would naturally suppose that brains would go 
for something in the head-quarters of brains, 
and the ex-Congressman has quite as good®a 
supply as most Bostonians, but in spite of 
that, he was incontinently bounced because, 
forsooth, he was black. Angels and ministers 
of grace defend us! A respectable and 
honored black man denied asylum in Boston, 
the teapot of the Revolution; the hot-bed of 
anti-slavery! Now let Boston take a back 
seat. Let her wipe out her record, and let 
the world write prig and hypocrite on her 
ancieut escutcheon. 


LITTLE John I. Davenport, the man who 
locks up Irishmen in the Post Office Building 
on election day, and thus prevents them from 
voting, startles the Associated Press agents 
about four tintes a month by visiting Cumber- 
land, Maryland. These agents are troubled 
with the notion that Mr. Davenport is still 
investigating the Morey letter. Will the little 
man be good enough to explain what attrac- 
tion there is for him in Cumberland, and re- 





lieve distressed communities everywhere ? 












































See, the conqueringshero comes! He has actually been and killed a horrible, great big green snake ! 











MAYOR GRACE says that he is not a candi- 
date for a second term. It is unfortunate 
that the voters of this city cannot have an 
opportunity to show him how badly he would 
be defeated if he should be a candidate. 





Rurus X. Y. Z. ANDREWS, of this city, 
who recently boldly accused Justice Theodoric 
R. Westbrook, of the Supreme Court, of hav- 
ing accepted a bribe, has not the reputation 


of being a careless-speaking youth, as many | 


persons outside of New York may imagine. 
Rufus has enjoyed the confidence of several 
Presidents of the United States, besides a 
whole batch of Governors and office-holders 
of lesser rank, and has an abundance of 
highly important information concerning in- 
dividuals stored away ‘‘ for further use.” 





Some of the newspapers have taken Presi- 
dent Arthur to task because he was one of a 
party of gay and festive youths on James Gor- 
don Bennett’s new yacht the other day, and 
are highly indignant because they have discov- 
ered that he is the first President of the 
United States who ever knew how to enjoy 
life. 





A ‘‘ BEAUTIFUL Circassian girl” has eloped 
from a Bowery museum with a fellow curios- 
ity, and the grand secret of transforming a 
very ordinary waitress in a fashionable dairy 
into a ‘‘ beautiful Circassian girl” is out. All 
that is required is a can or two of stale beer. 
With this amount of beer the hair is drenched, 
and it at once assumes that graceful position 
peculiar to ‘‘ beautiful Circassian girls.” 


| TuaT fashionable resort of snobs, the Union 
| Club, where gentlemen of sporting proclivities 
have, it is said, indulged in sparring matches, 
| bouts at wrestling, and chicken fighting, is 
| now in a turmoil of excitement over a battle 
| with pen and ink and paper, carried on by 

two of the club’s members. Mr. Henry Turn- 
| bull, it seems, took exception to certain alleged 
remarks made by Mr. J. F. Loubat concern- 
'ing a lady. It may be thought surprising 
| that ladies are a subject of discussion in the 
| Union Club; but we digress. Mr. Turnbull 
thinks he publicly characterized Mr. Loubat 
as ‘‘a dirty, low blackguard, and unfit to be 
a member of a decent club, and certainly unfit 
to be admitted to a gentleman's house.” Mr. 
Loubat thinks that Mr. Turnbull never said 
anything of the kind to him. While the war- 
riors have been writing letters to each other 
on the subject, all good citizens have feared 
that no surgeon or undertaker will be called 
upon to cap the climax. 


THAT a colored man is not yet a man anda 
brother in Boston, the hot-bed of anti-slavery 
agitation, may well excite the wonder of his 
race. Shades of William Lloyd Garrison, Wen- 
dell Phillips, and the immortals of the exciting 
days of the underground railway! Next, we 
shall hear that a colored man is denied bed 
and board in our Windsor, Fifth Avenue, 
Metropolitan, or St. Nicholas hotels. 


AN esteemed contemporary asks; ‘‘ When 
will the Brooklyn Bridge be finished?” This 
is too much. Ask us when the Washington 
Monument will be put in place. 
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THE BICYCLING MANIA. 


Its rage in Shantytown—and why should not Mr. Muldoon disport himself in this way as well as other 
handsome men ? 





OUR POPULAR FARCES. 
OUR POLICE PICNICS. 





REPORTED BY “ED.” 





CHARACTERS: 


POLICEMAN No. 103, SALOON PROPRIETOR, 
BAR-KEEPER, VARIOUS CITIZENS, SMALL Boy. 
SceNnE.—Dutch Beer-Garden (No License), 
[| Curtain rises upon tableau of a bar, sixteen 
tables filled with beer and beer-drinkers, 
and a blatant band playing such distinct- 
ively Teutonic airs as ‘*' Mary Kelly's 
Beau,” ‘‘See that My Grave's Kept 
Green,” and *‘ Major Gilfeather.” 
(Enter POLICEMAN No. 103.) 
Proprietor.—V ot vos it—gin und vichy? 
Policeman 103.—Naw, not just now. Save 
it till later. I want yer to buy a ticket. 

Proprietor.—Mein Gott! vos you on dot 
racket again ? 

Policeman 103.—Wot d’yer mean ? 

Proprietor.—Vosn't I pought a dicket off 
mit you for a Minnesota fire? 

Policeman 103.—B’lieve so. 

Proprietor.—Vosn't I pought vun for an 
actors’ fund? 

Policeman 103.—Cert. 

Proprietor.—Und now you vant me to puy 
another dicket? 

Policeman 103.—That’s just me. 

Proprietor (resignedly).—V ot for ? 

Policeman 103.—For the benefit uv der 
force. We're agoing ter have an annual 
games and summer night’s festival of the 

Second Platoon. We're a—— 

(Enter First CITIZEN.) 

First Citizen.—Is the officer who is upon 
the post here? 

Policeman 103.—Yes, I’m him; what d’yer 
want ? 

First Citizen.—You. 

Policeman 103.—Wot for? 

First Citizen.—There’s a desperate fight 
upon the next corner. 

Policeman 103.—Who’s fighting ? 

First Citizen.—A couple of drunkards. 








Policeman 103.—Let ’em fight it out, I’ve 
got ter sell tickets for the picnic. 

First Citizen.—But they may kill each 
other. 

Policeman 103.—Let ’em kill, we'll shove 
dere bodies inter der next precinct. 

First Citizen (enraged).—But are not you 
paid to protect life and property, to guard the 
peace, and protect the public? yet you are 
not upon your beat. 

Policeman 103.—Young feller, yer are too 
fresh; I know wot I’m a doing, I’m obeying 
orders, and don’t yer desremember it; I got to 
sell just so many tickets fer der summer- 


night’s festival, and I’m going to sell’em. If 


I sell more than der rest I stand a good show 
for roundsman. Yer see dat door? 

First Citizen.—Yes. 

Policeman 103.—Den get out of it. Go 
stop the fight if yer wanter yerself. Hear? 

(First citizen does hear. Being perfect'y 
well acquainted with the balmy ways and 
zephyr-like actions of our police force, he dis- 
appears very suddenly, thereby probably sav- 
ing his family his funeral expenses.) 

Policeman 103.—Dat fellow was too fresh, 
as I said before. I’m on the beat, Ill run it 
myself. Dutchy, how many tickets will you 
take? 

Proprietor (timidly).—How many vos I 
pooked for? 

Policeman 103.—Say twelve. 
keeper. 

(Bar-keeper, who has been trying to con- 


Here, bar- 


looking for a bottle of plain soda for a 
mythical customer, crawls out with a white 
face. 

Bar-keeper.—Well. / 

Policeman 103.—Yer boss has bought a 
dozen tickets. Yer orter-—— ’ 

(Enter SMALL Boy ) 

Small Boy (in tears.).—Boo hoo! 
hoo! boo hoo! 

Policeman 103.—Wot ails yer? 

Small Boy.—Is you a copper? 

Policeman 103.— I b’lieve I look like it. 


boo 





Small Boy.—I want yer right away. 


ceal himself in the ice-chest, upon pretense of 





Policeman 103.—What for ? 

Small Boy.—Dad’s drunk. 

Policeman 103.—What uv it ? 

Small Boy.—But he’s a-lickin’ mudder wid 
the bed-post, and has chucked the baby into 
the oven. He'll kill mudder. 

Policeman 103.—Have you a warrant ? 

Small Boy.—No. 

Policeman 103.—Then I will not interfere. 
Tell yer old woman to go to court and get a 
warrant. Bounce. 

[SMALL Boy ewits, in tears. 

Policeman 103.—The idea uv dat kid inter- 
rupting my ticket-selling. Ill lay for him. 
and if ever I catch him playing ball I'll send 
him up for ayear. Here, bar-keeper, I want 
to sell you a ticket. 

Bar-keeper.—How much are they? 

Policeman 103.—Half of a dollar. 

Bar-keeper.—I can’t afford to buy any. I 
only get twenty-five dollars a month, and I’ve 
got to support a family upon that somehow. 

Policeman 103.—So you won’t buy none? 

Bar-keeper.—I can’t, really. 

Policeman 103.—All right. 
Yer are on nights, ain’t yer ? 

Bar-keeper.—Yes. 

Policeman 103.—Then you can just wager 
dat you will be inside of Essex Market inside 
uv a week. Sell liquor after one o’clock A. M., 
will yer? We'll see. I’m on nights, too. 

(Makes an elaborate note in his blank- 
book. ) 

(PROPRIETOR scowls at BAR-KEEPER.) - 

Proprietor.—Shakey, Shakey, you want to 
ruint my piznesss. Puy some dickets for der 
sake of meinself. 

(BAR-KEEPER hesitates. 
ZEN.) 

[SECOND CITIZEN presents a very disreputable 
appearance, and is not at all fitted for a quiet 
social party. His eyes are blackened, his 
coat is torn, and his nose is bloodied. 

Second Citizen ( panting).—Where is there 
a policeman? 

Policeman 103 (impressively).—Here! 

Second Citizen.—I want you right away. 

Policeman 103.—What for? 

Second Citizen.—As I was passing the cor- 
ner, I was assaulted by a crowd of ruffians. 
They took my watch, diamond stud, and all of 
my money. 

Policeman 103.—Serves you right. 

Second Citizen.—-Why? 

Policeman 103.—For wearing a watch and 
a diamond stud and carrying money. I’ve 
got no sympathy for you. 

Second Citizen.—But if you hurry you can 
catch them. 

Policeman 103.—Catch who? 

Second Citizen.—The robbers. 

Policeman 103.—How do you know? 

Second Citizen.—Because they are upon 
the corner, two blocks off, dividing the spoils. 

Policeman 103.—If yer think Iam a goin’ 
ter go two blocks away to catch a couple of 
thieves, you are very much left. I’m selling 
tickets for der annual games and summer- 
night festival of the Second Platoon Municipal 
Police, at the Empire City Colosseum (form- 
erly Jones’ Woods). Billy Christie, of der 
Tenth precinct, is president; Roundsman 
Sweeney, of der Twelfth precinct, vice presi- 


Suit yerself. 


Enter SECOND CITI- 


















































THE JUDGE, 











‘ 
dent, and the old lady, Superintendent Wall- | 
ing, general treasurer. How can Isell tickets 
in all of the rum-shops on my beat and do my 


duty? Tellee me. If yer want’er complain 

go to head-quarters. 

[SecoND CITIZEN exits demoralized. Bar- 
KEEPER buys five tickets coercivley. POLICE- | 
MAN 103 exits to next gin-shop satisfied. 
Meanwhile a fire, two robberies, woman 
knocked down and robbed, case of suicide, 
and several free fights occur while he is off 
of the beat selling tickets for an affair of a 
really private police nature. Yet he acts 
under orders from head-quarters with the 
endorsement of our Police Commissioners, | 

[CURTAIN. ] 


A Mildly Comic Poet. 


BY ‘*BRICKTOP.” 


He sent in word by the office boy that he 
would like to see the editor on business of im- 
portance, and was of course shown in. 

Glancing up, I saw a long-haired young man 
approaching slowly, with hat in hand. 

‘‘The editor?” he ventured to ask. 

‘Yes, sir; take a seat. What can Ido for 
you?” I asked, glancing at him. 

‘‘T—T am a--a comic poet,” said he, in a 
hesitating sort of a way, at the same time 
easing himself into the waiting chair. 

‘‘Ah, indeed! I am glad to know it, for if 
there is one thing in our profession that is 
needed it is a comic pcet. At the present 
time, in fact, we have no one in this country 
who fills the William.” 

“Well, I—I am what you might call a 
mildly comic poet.” 

‘*Ah! not milk and water, I hope.” 

‘‘No; what I mean is that there is a vein of 
humor running through my verses.” 

‘‘Indeed—a thread of gold, so to speak.” 

‘* Well, yes, you might call it that,” and he 
blushed deeply. ‘‘ What do you pay for 
poetry ?” 

‘* Well, it of course depends very much upon 
the size of the golden vein. Now fora madly 
comic poem we gladly pay a dollar a line, but 
for a mildly hillarious one, we pay only one half 
of that amount. Suppose you read one of 
yours, and then I shall be able to fix a price.” 

‘*How would you like this one?” he asked, 
selecting one from several others. 

“Suit yourself. What do you call it?” 

“Tt is entitled ‘The Alligator.’ ” 

‘* Ah! a charming subject for a comic poem.” 

‘Well, this is a sort of an extravaganza.” 

‘* All the better, my dearsir. Extravagant 
things take the best. Go ahead.” 

He cleared his throat gently and began: 

“‘ The alligator sat on an oaken limb, 
Where he coughed and carroled all day, 
And wiggled his tail with native vim, 
And was so very frollicsome and gay.” 

‘* How does that strike you?” he stopped to 
ask. 

‘Very fine; exceedingly comic and prob- 
able.” 

‘*Shall I proceed?” 

‘ Most undoubtedly.” 

‘‘ A monkey he climed up the same tree, 
And tickled the alligator under. the ribe. 
And it was awfully fanny tosee 
That ring-tailed monkey tickling his nibs.” 
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Anxious OLD GENT.—Hello ! 
the furniture and things. 
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FIRE AND WATER. 
Don’t you know the fire is next door, not in here ? 
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You are ruining all 


FrirEMAN.— The order is to keep your wall cool, so it won’t crack, and ain’t I doing it ? 











**You are right, my dear sir; it must in- 
deed have been a funny sight to see that ring- 
tailed monkey tickling an alligator under the 
ribs, to say nothing of seeing the aforesaid 
alligator up in un oak tree. But go on, I am 
anxious to hear the remainder of this poem.” 

‘‘Well, this much is only an introduction, 
so to speak; something mildly funny, just to 
chain the reader’s attention. From that 
point I take about a dozen verses to describe 
the habits of the alligator and monkey, mak- 
ing it interesting to the student of natural 
history.” 

‘‘No more golden threads in it ?” 

‘‘Well, not of humor. My idea is that you 
have got to attract your reader’s attention 
before you can be sure of instructing him on 
any given subject, and I take this method. 
How do you like it?” ‘ 

‘‘Oh, wonderfully well. But unfortunately 
we are not publishing a strictly educational 
journal—only wish we were. Take that poem 
up to the Monthly Bluestocking and they will 
crown you with green bay leaves in the shape 
of currency. Explain your scheme to the 
editor before you read your poem, then aston- 
ish if not paralyze him as you have me. He 
will see at a glance that you are a mildly 
comic poet, and he also knows that a sober- 
sided world is at this moment yearning for a 
mildly comic adjective-heaver, and you will 
undoubtedly catch on for life; or at least dur- 
ing the life of his magazine.” 

‘* But—I—I should dearly love to have an 
occasional poem of mine in THE JUDGE, for, 
as you see, I have inaugurated a new school 
of poetry.” 








‘¢ Without doubt you have. An original 
school, if it is anything. But as we run a 
wildly comic paper—one in which there must 
be a laugh in every line—even to the ads— 
and, as we are sure to lose at least ten or fifteen 
thousand in circulation whenever it happens 
not to be so, why, we haven’t the nerve to ac- 
commodate you, although be assured that our 
editorial heart yearns to take you in as a staff 


writer. But we recognize your new school of 
poetry. Walking Miller will have to step 


aside, and Longfellow just barely saved him- 
self by dying as he did. But we will write 
you up. You shall have the benefit of our 
criticism, and be spread all over our columns.” 

‘“T_thank you,” he said, hesitatingly. 

‘‘TDon’t mention it, my dear sir. We are 
the one to thank you. Ho, Johnny, who did 
you say was waiting?” I called to the boy, to 
hint to the mildly comic poet that somebody 
else wished to occupy his chair. 

That innocent boy Johnny was equal to the 
occasion and worthy of his training. 

‘¢ Honorable Samuel J. Tilden is waiting to 
see you on important business.” 

‘¢ Ah! you will have to excuse me now, for 
you see what I have on hand. But you shall 
be written up; you shall be brought into no- 
tice. Send us an occasional short sample of 
your style, and we will comment on it. Good- 
day,” and that mildly comic poet went from 
our sanctum in a dazed sort of way, as though- 
he was not entirely certain about something 
or other. 





AESTHETIC BRITAIN to Apostle Wilde: ‘‘Os- 
car, green Oscar, come home to us now.” 
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Only Think Of lt. 


PROF PROCTOR says that one hundred and 
fifty millions of years hence, our days will be 
fourteen hundred hours long. A day of such 
dimensions will have its disadvantages as 
well as its advantages. A man whose note 
is coming due ‘‘ thirty days after date,” will 
not find the days any too long for comfort; 
but imagine the condition of the nervous man 


| A PHYSICIAN explains why persons can’t 
isleep. It is because ‘there is no accumula- 
tion in the organism of the products of oxida- 
tion, mainly of carbolic acid, that accumula- 
tion being favored and controlled by reflex 
action of the nervous system, which thus pro- 
tects the organism from excessive oxidation, 
and allows the organism to manifest its normal 
functional activity throughout a succeeding 





who is obliged to listen to the explosion of ‘bYthmic period.” One can hardly believe 


Chinese crackers on a Fourth of July, of four- 
teen hundred hours duration! To the bib- 
ulous person, who celebrates the day in an 
extremely alcoholic manner, it will be a 
“Glorious” Fourth, indeed, even if he does 
get lugged off to the station-house seventeen 
hours before sundown. But what Proctor 
should give the young men of this country, isa 
night fourteen hundred hours long. When 
a smitten youth goes to see his sweetheart on 
Sunday night, the minute hand of the clock al- 
ways makes the circuit in less than fifteen 
minutes, and the girl’s bed-time comes swish- 
ing along on the wings of lightning, as it 
were; but if the night was as long as the day 
of the future promised us by Mr. Proctor, 
Augustus would have an awfully nice, soul- 
ful time of it, and when he asked for his hat, 
and regretfully said, ‘‘I must go now,” the 
young lady would look at the clock and urge, 
‘Why, it’s early yet—only two hundred and 
seven hours after midnight.” And then he 
would linger fourteen hours longer, and get 
several hundred hours -sleep before break- 
fast. There would be some sense in having 
such nights—though a young husband, who had 
to walk the floor from’ midnight until daylight 
with a colicky baby, might not think so. w. 


| that a little thing like that would keep a per- 
son awake. But now that the cause of insom- 
nia is known, its victims should goto a drug 
store, or somewhere, and get some of those 
things in a bottle, and put about three fingers 
of it in their organism before retiring. Sea- 
son with a little sugar. 


| 





A NEWSPAPER heads an article: ‘‘A Man 
Squanders $50,000 and then Commits Sui- 
cide.” The man, it is safe to assert, had a 
great deal more fun than if he had committed 
suicide and then squandered his $50,000. 





Yes, indeed; this is an extremely late 
spring. A ride in the suburbs at eventide 
discovers not more than one front gate in a 
dozen embellished with a young couple of op- 
posite sexes, looking into each other’s eyes, 
and trying to bite each other, and softly whis- 
pering about the germ of an atom, andspring 
fashions, and little onions, and the Peruvian 
guano fuss, and other farm topics. 





A New YORKER advertises for a governess 
to ‘‘teach a young lady of thirteen.” He for- 
got to add: ‘‘No old woman over seventeen 





need apply.” 


A WOMAN in St. Johns suddenly turned her 
head to gaze after a lady friend, to see how 
her new spring polonaise set in the back, and 
was unable to turn it back again at last ac- 
counts Now, when she is going up-stairs, 
she thinks she is coming down, and it is very 
confusing, indeed; and although her back hair 
is now in front, she finds it just as inconveni- 
ent todo it up. This is not the first time, 
however, that a woman has had her ‘head 
“turned” by the fashions. 





Upon exhuming a coffin recently, ina Texas 
cemetery, a snake four feet long was found in 
the box. It is supposed the inmate of the cof- 
fin died from mania-a-potu, and was buried 
with his boots on. What became of the rest 
of the snakes is a mystery. 





A MARBLE-CUTTER in Chicago keeps on hand 
ready-made tombstones, with the name of 
John Smith engraved thereon. He thinks 
Smith enjoys pretty good health at present, 
as he only sold seventeen of those tomb- 
stones last week. 





A NEWS item say: ‘‘A Kentucky dog has 
been trained to build a fire in an open grate.” 
The dog’s owner is evidently an old bachelor. 
If he was a married man, he would not per- 
mit the brute to perform such disagreeable 
work. He would train his wife to do it. 





It is said that the majority of hand organ- 
ists in this country come from Italy. Judg- 
ing from their appearance, one would nat- 
urally suppose that they all came from 
Grease. 





THE Young Men’s Democratic Club, of this 
city, composed of gentlemen who wear claw- 
hammer coats on all possible occasions, held 
a meeting on Monday night and discussed in 
all its awfulness a resolution that the club 
should nominate for Governor of this State 
‘‘The Hon. Samuel J. Tilden, mindful of his 
might, and mindful of his right.” After much 
weeping and gnashing of teeth, the resolution 
was laid on the table by a vote of 21 to 19. 
Thus was the sage slaughtered in the house of 
his friends. Let us weep! 





LonG IsLAND City is at last: making a stir 
in the world. Ashort time ago its mayor was 
snatched by the sheriff, and now it is reported 
that Water Commissioner William McBride 
has fled with some of the money-bags of that 
wide-awake city. 





DEACON RIcHARD SMITH, of Cincinnati, will 
spend the summer at Charles A. Dana’s 
charming place at Glen Cove, L. I. 





Our Peruvian Mayor, Mr. Grace, has nomi- 
nated a Chinaman for the position of Park 
Commissioner. At least, itis said that Mr. 
W. Wetmore Cryder, whoge name was sent to 
the Board of Aldermen last Tuesday for that 
position, was born in China. Look out for 
Chinese park-police officers. 





Mayor GRACE has requested John Kelly to 
take a trip with him through Peru next Jan- 





uary. 


























































































COPPERED. 


A Masher’s Lament, 





I met a damsel from the port 
Upon a starry night; 
She looked as if intent on sport, 
Her eyes were big and bright. 
She was so very witching that 
1 couldn’t help but stop her, sir; 
So sweet a lass'I could not pass, 
Although I'd not a copper, sir. 


‘‘ Fair maid,” I cried, in dulcet tones, 
‘“‘My bright and guiding star, 

I'll leave dry wisdom’s musty Bohkzs, 
And fly with thee afar!” 

‘Oh, softly sometimes sir!” she said; 
‘Indeed, *twould not be proper, sir. 

Besides, I fear, to pay the beer 
You haven’t got the copper, sir!” 


‘‘Oh, leave me not for want of ‘ bar’ls’,” 
I cried, in wild despair— 

‘“*‘T have unbounded tick at Carl’s, 
A sumptuous room in Thayer; 

I’ve lots of ‘stock’ in ‘ Daisy Mine’.” 
Said she, ‘‘ You tell a whopper, sir; 
For, truth to speak, you sail on cheek— 

You haven’t got the copper, sir!” 


She fled; and, with her, hope took flight 
Upon the evening blast. 

I saw the sweetest conquest might 
Turn out sour mash at last. 

The lesson was a useful one, 
And sinee I had to drop her, sir; 

I’m not so brash to make a mash, 


Without the needful copper, sir! 
—MIss LUM. 


A New Enterprise. 





Every now and then the world is startled 
by some great project or invention, but this 
time the publicis startled byfthe World, which 
comes to the front with something decidedly 
novel. For ten dollars a night it offers to 
furnish guests for weddings, parties, funerals, 
etc., ladies and gentlemen of the highest so- 
cial standing, fashionably dressed, and pos- 
sessed of ordinary good looks. Now, this is 
what we call enterprise. It will certainly 
supply a long felt want. ‘The great difficulty 
has always been to get company enough to 
make these affairs successful in’ the eyes 
of the fashionable world and the columns 
of the society papers. Now, the thing can 
be done up in shape if a person only has the 
money, and it need not take’ more than five 
hundred dollars expended in this way to get 
up quite a respectable crush. And to make 


such hired guests still more valuable, We sup-- 


pose they will assume distinguished - “names, 
and perhaps titles. 


novel bureau. can make them still more at- 


tractive by judiciously changing their cloth-° 


ing on different occasions. Indeed, the more 
we {think of this brand new enterprise, the 
more beautiful does it seem to be; the greater 
number of possibilities appear, to say nothing 
of the honest’ eniployment and good feeding it 
will furnish” these swallow-tailed darlings. 
And we suppose tlie World will send its so- 
ciety reporters along to write up the recep- 
tions, wakes, weddings, parties, etc. 


A GONE goose: Oscar Wilde. 


At Mrs. Jones" party; | | 
they will appear with one set of names and at- 
Miss Smith’s with another set, and by getting 5 
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Loving WirE.—<Ah, George, didn’t I tell you I could jix your coat so that it would be as good as new, and 


that you wouldn’t know it ? 





Wuat has become of that bold, bad man, 
Colonel George Bliss, of New York? Did not 
Colonel Robert G. Ingersoll, in a Washington 
court-room recently, publicly call Colonel 
Bliss a liar? Is it true that the latter has 
been in consultation for some days with 
O’Donovan Rossa regarding the dynamite 
market ? 


TALMAGE, the Brooklyn crank, has under- 
taken to defend the Irish. What did the Irish 
ever do to him that he should treat them thus? 





COMMISSIONER HUBERT O. THOMPSON and 
Senator Thomas F. Grady have taken a cot- 
tage together at Fire Island for the summer. 





Wuat will Pennsylvania do without a Cam- 
eron? That’s what that grand old Common- 
wealth evidently proposes to learn, judging 
fr om the political. — now blowing. 


5 Ohio man as at last been found who 


declined an offiee, and who is it but Bob 


them nearly of a size, the manager of this Ss sae 


We pass, 

THE cowboys out in Arizona have been 
holding indignation meetings because Presi- 
dent Arthur*had the temerity to threaten to 
break ap their business. They denounce him 
everywhere asa tyrant, and threaten to march 
on Washington and bust up the bloody old 
Government. it he don’t withdraw his procla- 
mation. 





OF course this is a land of liberty and all 
that sort of a thing, but aren’t the Brewsters 


rather crowding the mourners with their dis- 


play of carriages on Fifth avenue? 





PATIENT, BUT UNAPPRECIATIVE HusBAnpD.— Yes, we dear, and you have sia your word. 





O'Donovan Rossa, the dynamite blather- 
skite, is making himself even a greater nui- 
sance than usual since the late Dublin assas- 
sination, and respectable Irishmen are saying 
if he is not shut up bythe authorities, that 
they will go back to Ireland again, for with 
all the trouble there, they feel that it cannot 
be worse than to live in the same country and 


theirs: 





A DRINK that doesn’t 


Wuo is ‘‘ Buck” Grant? And why ‘ Buck?” 


‘‘count:” Buttermilk, 








THEY have been warming a Jew over in 
Jersey just because he said disrespectful 
things of the Christian religion. But they go 
in heavy on the Jewish religion all the same. 
But then that don’t count, you know. 





CoTTON may be king, but gun-cotton isn’t 
an heir to the throne, apparently. 














Ts th olite ? O this b 
; dy ptt? Oh ry ie pote By, 


have people know that he is a countryman of 
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THE JUDGE. 





MADE OF SOMETHING. 





(Apologizing for the liberties taken with Lord Byron’s 

“Maid of Athens.’ ) 

MADE of Something, ere we part, 

Tell me, truly, what thou art! 

For it needs must be confessed 

There is mystery, at best, 

Larking in thy amber glow— 

Lager mou sas agapo !* 


Tell me, dost the glucose shine 

In this chalky foam of thine? 

Is it malt of barley true 

Mingled in thy beery brew? 

Hops, not drugs, thy tincture? .-O 
Lager mou sas agapo ! 


Howsoe'er it be, I fear, 
Made of Something, thou art queer! 
For you make my head to ache, 
And my stomach cause to quake, 
After twenty bocks or so— 
Lager mou sas agapo ! 





—F,. W. P. | 


* Presumed to be Greek of the Byronic school. 
the writer to be “all Greek” to him. 


Known -by | 





A Great Invention. 





A MAINE farmer has invented a corn-field | 
scarecrow, which is likely to receive the first | 
prize at the forthcoming agricultural fairs. 
Accompanying the model just sent to the Pat- 
ent Office is a statement, under oath, that 
‘*said model was last year placed in the corn- 
field of a worthy citizen of Athens, Me., and 
so terrified the crows of the immediate neigh- 
borhood that they not only abstained from un- 
earthing the newly planted seed, but actually 
brought back and deposited the spoils of the 
previous year.” If the recently created De- 
partment of Agriculture knows its own best 
interests, it will lose no time in inviting this 
distinguished inventor to a seat in its coun- 
cils. Ifhe could but invent some sort of a 
‘*searecrow ” that would frighten office-seek- | 
ers away from Washington, the universal 
Yankee nation would rise up and call him 
blessed. 





THERE is such a thing as judicial dignity, of 
course. It is very essential to the standing 
of a court, but there is sometimes a little judi- 
cial salt needed. For instance, Judge Hyatt, 
of the Marine Court, it is said, talks alto- 
gether too much in public places about the 
business of his court and of cases up before him. 
If this is so, it goes to show that he is too 
fresh for his position, and needs, to say the 
least, a pinch or two of judicial salt. 
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Something that is always more agreeable for being 


| pictures taken. 
| it could never contend with camera when it is 





a little fresh. 














A NEW YORK 


Dr. BEVAN has undertaken a big thing, 
that is, he is attempting to make newspaper 
men better by praying for them. 
be done. All the prayers in the world cannot 
make newspaper men better than they are. 


PHOTOGRAPHER PACH lately performed a 
miracle in his business, that of successfully 
photographing eight or ten thousand people at 
the May Music Festival, taking a back view 
of the entire audience without its knowing it. 
But we cannot help thinking what a turning 


around there would have been had it been | 


even suspected that they were having their 
Music may have charms, but 


pointed at a crowd. 


NOW'S THE TIME. 
For “slipping” plants, 
And spinster aunts, 
Tight-legged pants, 
Hand-organ chants, 
All sorts of ‘‘ Wants,” 
Squalling infants, 

And poets’ rants, 
If you have a chance. 


LAND LEAGUE logic is nothing if not Hi- 
bernian. We are indebted to one of the liber- 
ated ‘‘ patriots” of the politieal firm of Pat- 
nell, Davitt & Co., for the truly surprising 
piece of intelligence (?) that the murder of 
Lord Cavendish and Under-Secretary Burke 
was the work of English Tories! Well, won- 
ders will never cease! May we not now ex- 
pect to be further informed from the same re- 
liable source that the Queen herself is among 
the late assassination suspects. 





It cannot} 
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CITY SKETCH. 


«1 bringer overer der monk ter player der jid.” 


THE young man who “ everlastingly doats ” 
on a woman, should look about among his fe- 
male acquaintances for an antidote. 


‘* CULCHA.” 
SuE can work a faney screen 
Just the nicest ever seen, 
In a style that all her ‘‘ culchahed” set enchants; 
But, my friend, ’twixt you and me, 
It would chill a man to see 
How she stitched a patch upon her old man’s pants. 
—ADELE. 





INTELLIGENCE reaches us from Havana that 
‘Count O'Reilly, a Grandee of Spain and Cu- 
ban Senator in the Spanish Cortes,” has just 
died there. Judging from his family nomen- 
| clature, ‘‘ Count O'Reilly” must have been a 
blue-blooded Castilian from the neighborhood 
of Limerick—a section no less rich in native 
noblemen than it is in native whisky. If the 
government of Alphonso XII. could only be 
induced to embark in the wholesale business 
of manufacturing Spanish grandees out of 
Irish raw material, a solution of the present 
Home Rule question in Ireland might speedily 
be arrived at Cork and Castile united, what 
might not Don Patrico Murphi attain to— 
through perseverance and ‘‘a drop of the 
crather?” 


IRATE wives are outdone by the Nihilists in 
the blowing-up line. . 


Nort a cheerful giver: The disputant who is 
forced to give in, 


RouGH on emigrant ‘‘ greens ”—acclimated 
‘* Reds.” 
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A MYSTERY. 





On, it may have been 
But a cockroach seen, 
Or a truant hair that from fair head fell 
In the hash to-day, 
That drove him away 
From our boarding-house—the fastidious swell! 


This Happened Last Week. 


EVERYBODY talks about the weather as a 
rule, but occasionally a man is found who has 
nothing to say about it (evidently being will- 
ing to leave it all to the Weather Bureau), 
and not only that, he refuses to hear anybody 
else talk about it. 

Everybody knows that we have had horrible 
weather of late, and, of course, everybody has 
had something to say about it, especially those 
naturally given to such things. 

‘‘Qugh! What sort of weather do you call 
this for May?” asked one passenger of anoth- 
er, coming down on the Third avenue cars 
the other morning. 

‘‘What do you mean, sir?” the other re- 
marked, looking up from his morning paper. 

‘‘T merely remarked——” 

‘© What ?” 

‘T_T simply asked—that is I said: ‘What 
sort of weather do you call this for May?’ 
that’s all.” 

‘‘ All! What business have you to ask me 
about the weather, sir? What do I know 
about the weather, anyway? and supposing 
I did, what right have you to ask me about 
it? Confound the.weather, anyhow;” and 
he resumed his reading. 

The amateur Vennor subsided for the space 
of a minute or so, but evidently feeling that 
some apology was needed for what he had 
done, he nudged the crabbed non-weather 
man, and said: 

‘‘T beg pardon, sir.” 

‘You do? What for ?” 

‘¢T did not intend to molest or offend you.” 

‘¢Then what made you ?” 

‘Well, you know this is very remarkable 
weather, and——” 


‘‘T know nothing of the kind, sir. I know 
nothing at all about the weather. Confound 
the weather!” 

‘“‘Ah! that is what I say, sir. We are 


agreed on that, at all events.” 

‘‘No, sir, we are not agreed. You have 
seen fit to molest me while reading my paper 
by making remarks about the state of the 
weather, and asking my opirion regarding 
it.” 

‘¢ But I meant no offense, sir.” 

‘You know better, sir. You asked me 
what sort of weather this was for May, just 
as though I had anything to do with it.” 

‘But I apologized.” 

‘‘Confound you and your apologies, and 
your weather, and if you think it is cold and 
keep up this sort ofa thing, I will soon make 
it as warm as dog days for you.” 

‘‘Oh, you will, eh?” asked the meek weather 
man, now fully aroused on account of the 
snubbing he had received and the laughter of 
the other passengers. » 

‘*-Yes, I will, you confounded bore,” and 
he raised his hand as though to give him a 
back-handed ‘‘ wipe.” 
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Delight of Fido at being brought home by a boy who ‘‘ found” him in the street and had accidentally seen 
: a reward of ten dollars offered for his return. 








But that little meek man, whose only fail- 
ing seemed to be that he would talk about the 
weather, was there. 


He began to manipulate that surly man, and 
his first manip was one on the nose, then one 
on the hearing apparatus. 

The unthermometrical man grappled with 
him, and the other passengers got out of the 
way, in order to allow them to tumble about 
in the straw on the floor. 

The surly man bellowed for the police, the 
conductor, the driver, anybody, in fact, who 
would take his customer away. 

But that little man refused to get up or let 
up until the other had admitted that this 
month of May was the worst one he had ever 
known in his life, and he finally did so, amid 
much laughter. 


For absolute and entire control of Uniied 
States Treasury matters John Jay Knox them 
all. 





Ir is not much wonder the residents of 
Skaneateles commit suicide. Anybody com- 
pelled to pass his days in a town so ortho- 
graphically outraged, is justified in getting 
out of it at the earliest possible moment, 
and by any possible means. As a dernier 
resort, suicide, under the circumstances, be- 
comes a virtue. 





ROUGH on rats—cats. 





TimEs change. Once it would have been 
rank sacrilege’ to have objected to the ringing 
of church bells in the city, but now they are 
generally condemned for the nuisances they 
erally are. 





Mr. J. K. EmMEt is kindly mentioned by a 
World critic as being ‘‘ assisted” in the per- 
formance of Fritz by ‘‘an entirely new com- 
pany.” The bibulous comedian must have 
‘‘got’em on” again, and ‘‘ bad,” as the vul 
garians put it, to acquire a whole theatrical 
company to ‘‘assist” him. With such ‘as- 
sistance,” and so much of it, it is to be hoped 
that J. K. E. will hereafter be found ‘right 
side up with care ”—by the morning caller. 





‘‘TaKE back the hand thou gavest me!” 
The hand of ‘Liberty Enlightening the 
World” has been sent for to be returned to 
France, whence it came, to be set up as a re- 
minder to Americans that we might subscribe 
money enough to purchase a pedestal for it. 
But we haven't done it, and now the question 
is—what is Uncle Sam going to do about it. 





A LADY of mark: Bunnell’s ‘‘ Tattooed 
Lady.” 











Those who complain of dull times had better go to the 
Jar West. They have life enough there. 
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“ An’ if a feller be left-handed, which way does 
he go then, I’d nor ?” 





AN ESCAPADE. 





(With acknowledgment of a trifling indebtedness to 
Poet Shelley.) 
I RISE from dreams of thee, 
In the first sweet sleep of night, 
When the fire is burning low, 
And my thirst o’ercomes me quite; 
I rise from dreams of thee, 
And an instinct, indiscreet, 
Has led me (I know why) 
To the cupboard’s snug retreat. 


The gurgling sounds they faint 
In the deep and silent cup; 
They wake not one who sleeps, 
Little dreaming I am up! 
The midnight cat’s lament, 

It wakes with sudden start, 
The while I sample thee, 

Old Jamaica that thou art! 


I drink; I turn; I try 
To replace the flagon rare; 
But between the gleam and gloom, 
Fail to make a landing fair! 
When a voice rings awfully: 
‘«Goodness gracious! what is that?” 
I reply, in answer clear: 
«It is nothing—but the cat!” 
—F. W. P. 


THEATRICAL BRIEFS. 


May it Please Your Honor: 

Business being over for the term, on Monday evening 
last 1 attended a performance of the new play, or com- 
edy, ‘‘ La Belle Russe,” at Wallack’s Theater, in the 
character of a mere spectator. The house was crowded 
by all the famous literary men and dramatic critics in 
New York, including young John Draper, the auc- 
tioneer; Wright Sandford, T. Henry French, his in- 
separable companion; George Gould (who considers 
him the most brilliant middle-aged young man of his 
acquaintance), Jim Boyle, theoysterman; Frank Lord, 
witb his hair grayer than ever, and a few ignoble and 
no-account ‘‘newspaper fellers”—William Winter, of 
the Tribune; George Edgar Montgomery, of the 
Times ; Don Ferdinando Blusteroso Manuel Hernandez 
Theodore Thomas Rodriguez, of the World; George 
Hows, of the Press ; Mr. Tows, of the Post; Mr. Bier- 
Keller, of Truth, and Mr. Stephen Fiske, of all crea- 
tion. 

There were present, besides these, Brother Joseph 











Howard, Jr., the Elisha of New York journalism, whose 
baldness is like unto an ostrich’s egg for complexion 
and smoothness, and a heavy detachment of baccarat- 
ters, ecarteists, pokerites, looites, and faro sees from 
the Turf Club on Twenty-sixth street. 

The play of ‘‘ La Belle Russe” was ushered in by a 
little ruse de guerre of Mr. Wallack’s own invention. 
He announced that the performance would begin at a 
quarter to eight. The audience, thus entrapped, was 
completely seated by eight o’clock, at which hour ex- 
actly the curtain rose. 

So far as I could understand the play, Mr. Gerald 
Eyre, having been away for ten years in India, returns 
to Madame Ponisi, in his one suit of clothes. During 
the ten years Mr. Eyre has written no letters to Ma- 
dame Ponisi, whom he finds, on his return, in the com- 
pany of his wife, Miss Coghlan. Miss Coghlan, it 
seems, married Mr. Eyre about eleven years ago, and 
has grown fat and handsome, in spite of the fact that 
she did not hear from him during his absence. Rather 
coldly received by Madame Ponisi, Miss Coghlan, and 
Mr. Gilbert (who, in the play, is a gruesome bore), Mr. 
Eyre is introduced to his daughter, Miss Mabel Stephen- 
son, who ought, with propriety, to be nine years of 
age only, but who has, singularly enough, shot up into 
fifteen. 

She spells her name for Mr. Eyre, who at once con- 
sents (reason of. the request unknown), at Madame 
Ponisi’s solicitation, to be married a second or a third 
time (it is not clear which) §to Miss Rose Coghlan. 
‘“‘ Why, cert’nly!” cries Mr. Eyre, regardless of the im- 
putation he casts upon the legitimacy of Miss Mabel 
Stephenson. ‘I'll marry Miss Coghlan a dozen times, 
if the arrangement will prove satisfactory to you, my 
dear madame!” 

To them enters Mr. Tearle, just fresh from India, in 
a bad- fitting frock-coat. He has a stiff neck, and a 
brand, shaped like a mutton-chop whisker, on his right 
cheek. Mr. Eyre introduces Miss Coghlan to Mr. 
Tearle. Mr. Tearle claps his hand on his heart, and 
throws out signals of epilepsy. Miss Coghlan sits on 
the sofa and works her respiratory apparatus like a 
blacksmith’s bellows. 

‘What is the meaning of that queer-looking scar?” 
cry Madame Ponisi, Mr. Gilbert, and Miss Stephenson 
in chorus. 

‘*T will tell you,” replies Mr. Tearle, shaken, appar- 
ently, to his very center by a fierce attack of colic. 

He does, in an eight minutes’ speech, borrowed for 
the occasion from a Bowery melodrama. 

It seems Miss Coghlan (then known to the police as 
La Belle Russe) didit. She fired a pistol at him while 
he was being married, as a slight return for having 
been knocked down by him on a previous occasion. 

Miss Coghlan takes a header off the sofa, after tear- 
ing two dollars’ worth of fringe to pieces, and the cur- 
tain falls just as Mr. Tearle strikes an attitude painfully 
suggestive of paralysis, up stage. 

Next act Mr. Tearle tells Miss Coghlan that she is not 
Mrs. Eyre, but is La Belle Russe—a fact which nobody 
seems to realize more acutely than Miss Coghlan does. 
Mr. Tearle also observes, at inordinate length, ‘Get 
out!” Miss Coghlan, ina series of half-hour speeches, 
says: ‘‘I guess not.” Mr. Tearle says: ‘‘ If youdon’t, I'll 
tell Mabel Stephenson whata dreadful sort of a creature 
her mais.” Miss Coghlan takes another header, and 
comes up breathless and subdued, and “ gets.” 

Just before the curtain falls on this stupendous play 
of contemporaneous human interest, we were politely 
informed that the key to the piece consisted in the fact 
that Mr. Eyre had never really married Miss Coghlan, 
but was, on the contrary, the husband of Miss Coghlan’s 
sister, who looked more like Miss Coghlan than Miss 
Coghlan looked like herself. 

Mr. John Draper, Mr. George Gould, Mr. T. Henry 
French, and Mr. Wright Sandford thought the play 
‘* immense!” 

So it is—an immensity of rot. 

The author thereof is an ingenious young Californian 
gentleman of Portuguese origin and Hebraic faith. 
But if esprit is the French for wit, Mr. Belasco can 
never be accused of being a Jew @esprit. 

All of which is respectfully submitted. 

THE REFEREE. 








‘*RECREATIONS of a Country Parson:” Do- 
nation meetings, chiefly. 





A MAN of parts: The man who parts his 
front and back hair, both. 


It would not be greatly surprising if the 
Star Route should be found to terminate at 
the gate of the penitentiary. 


A PULP Miller: Warner. 
MILD form of lunacy: Belief ina wet moon. 


THE war-whoop of the festive scalper is 
already resounding in Western lands. Or, to 
speak more nearly by the book (of Fenimore 
Cooper), ‘‘ The noble red man is again tread- 
ing the war-path towards the setting sun.” 
(To be continued—indefinitely.) 


GOING a straight “ gig” is not always the 
best ‘‘ policy.” 


AND soit appears that the Ex-Hon. Ben 
Wood was the original patron of the late la- 
mented Lieut. George W. De Long. Wemen- 
tion this fact simply as going to show there is 
some good wood in Benjamin after all. 


WHIFFS§ WITH CORRESPONDENTS. 


A. M. T.—We enjoy you very much. 

TROTTER.—Your paces are rather uneven, and altogether too 
fast for us. 

F. V.—We have “put a head” on your article, and it will 
appear in due time. 

F. M. CABREY.—Send on your productions, and we will then 
decide upon them. 

H. A. H.—“* When do sweet peas blossom?” Well, usually 
about five weeks after they are planted. 

F. E. L.—What has befallen you? Is ita ‘‘shake,” or have 
you gone to the sugar bush again? Wouid like to hear from 
you. 

H. G. M.—Your sketch and the joke accompanying it are both 
more ancient and honorable than you are in sending them to 
us for new. 

HARRY TOo.—You are altogether too too, and on that account 
we shall be obliged to decline your drawings. They are really 
more than the paper can stand. 

W. BuRTON.—We cannot conscientiously believe that you 
will achieve histrionic greatness simply because you happen to 
bear the same name as a once famous comedian. And yet you 
might. Perhaps, after all, the celebrated Burton or his friends 
might feel honored by your adopting!the same profession, sim- 
ply because of your name. 














REMEDY sycyas DISEASES 
TETTER.ITCH. SORES. PIMPLES. 
ERYSIPELAS RING WORM 


ITCHING PILES 


toms are moisture, stinging, i cosmos 
went seems as if pin-worms were craw’ 
the rectum; the private partarccfienafected. Ava Asa 
br is superio: ior fo any article in 
NTMENT is su r rr! ein 
or send 50 cts. in 


Sold by 8-ct. ps. 3 
Boxes, Da. Swarnz &Son, Phils Pe 
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Beatty’s BEETHOVEN Organ contains 10 fu 
Golden ‘Tongue Reeds, 27 STOPS, Walnut phy tam 
Case, 5 Octaves, Metal Foot Plates, Upright Bellows, Steel 
Springs, ane Pe ug Ae i music, Handles and 
tole *s Patent Stop Action, 
NEW AND NOVEL REEDBOARD " Ganawa) 
will pe as [—! yy 14 COMM 
No other maker dare this organ (it i A 
ENORMOUS fe 8 aus i, 1000 en 
reasing. actory working DAY and 
by 320 Edison’s Electric Lights at NIGHT to fill orders. 
Price, Boxed, Delivered on board 
ES Cars here, Stool, Book, &c., only $906 
If after one year’s use you are not satisfied return 
Organ, will promptly refund money with interest, 
COME AND EXAMINE THE INSTRUMENT 
in person, Five Dollars ($5) allowed to pa: expenses if 
you buy; come anyway, you are welcome. ree Coach 
with polite attendanis meets all trains. Other 
Organs $30, $40, $50 ri Pianofortes $125 to $1600. 
te" Beautiful Illustrated Catalogue free. 


Please Address or call upon 


DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, New *-~--v, 


MRS. SNOODLES’ 
CURTAIN LECTURES 


Price 10 Cents. 





Price 10 Cents. 


The Greatest Comic Book ever Published 


CONTAINING HANDSOME ILLUSTRATIONS ALL 
THROUGH THE BOOK. 
ABOUNDING IN 

FUN, WIT, MIRTH AND HUMOR. 

Read all about Mr. and Mrs. Snoodles—their quarrels, ad- 
ventures, and laughable situations. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or sent to your address, free of 
postage, on receipt of the price. 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 


Box 2730. 34 and 36 North Moore St., N. Y. 





PUBLICATION OFFICE 


“THE JUDGE” 


REMOVED TO 
34 and 36 NORTH MOORE ST. 





A LETTER was picked up in the street last week, 
from which we make the following extract: ‘‘ Dear 
Maria—I went to the opera the other night for the first 
time, and do you know I was dreadfully disappointed. 
‘Ii Trovatore’ was the attraction, and you will hardly 
believe it whenI tell you that most of the airs in it 
were stolen from the old hand-organ which is played 
in front of our door at home. There were some real 
funny things in it though. A fellow they call Manrico, 
after a duet with a woman named Leonora, came out 
of prison to bow to the audience, and then went back 
to his cell, and they repeated the song as if nothing 
had happened. He must have been as honorable as 
Mr. Parnell. Then I noticed that there was a green 
mossy bank in the jail, on which Azucena reclined. I 
don't think it grew there, and have come to the con- 
clusion that the gypsy must have been allowed to bring 
it with her from her woodland home.”—Boséon Post. 


A youne man from the country visited one of our 
large cities the other day, and seeing a sign ‘‘ The 
Champion’s Rest,” he went in for the purpose of get- 
ting a small quantity of rest with sugar in it. A 
couple of bull-dog-faced, short-haired individuals 
asked him if he wasn’t going to ‘* set’em up.” He 
said ‘‘ not to-day.” When he came out of the Cham- 
pion’s Rest his eyes were blackened, his nose swollen, 
his coat split np the back, and his pocket-book gone. 
He says he was never in aplace where the ‘ rest” was 
so exciting and numerous, and he thinks the sign 
painter forgot to put the prefix ‘‘un” to the word 
‘“‘Rest.”"—Norristown Herald. 

Joz Howarp, the veteran journalist of the New 
York Herald, was not allowed to wear a skull cap at 
the Malley trial, and some one sent him a wig to pro- 
tect the bald spot on his cranium from the draft. Joe, 
however, would rather go to Fort Lafayette than 
adopt this badge of old age.—Boston Courier. 





PHILADELPHIA, October 25, 1880, 
THE HOLMAN Pap Co.—Gentlemen; [ suffered terelve years 
with a fearful case of Dyspepsia, Liver Complaint, and General 
Debdility. Inever was without sick headache. My whole sys- 
tem was prostrated, llostthree different situations from ina- 
bility to work. I wore a Holman’s Pad, and it has restored 
me to perfect health. Iam as strong as ever, my appetite has 
returned, nervousness has left me, and 1 have gained thirty- 

one pounds in weight. JOHN D. LOGAN, 
Downston Street, above Cermantown Road, 
Nicetown, Pa, 





END name and address to Cragin & Co., Philadelphia, Pa., 
for cook book, free. 


1.000 REWARD for a pertume like Read’s GRAND 
. DucHEss COLOGNE. It took first premium at At- 
lanta: also The World’s Fair, and was pronounced the best in 


the world for pungency, strength, and delicacy of odor. It is 
made of Ottar of Roses and French Flowers, 


MONARCH LINE. 


NEW YORK AND LONDON. 
Splendid, new, fast steamers leave dock adjoining Pavonia 
Ferry, Jersey City: 
Assyrian Monarch........ceseceeereeee coeeee Saturday, May 27 
Superior Accommodations for Saloon Passengers. 


Prepaid steerage tickets, $26, being $2 lower than by any 
other line. Apply to the General Agents, 


PATTON, VICKERS & CO., 
3 Bowling Green. 











OF MAKING MANY BOOKS THERE IS NO END, 





ECCL. 12:12. 


ESTABLISHED 1836. 


NEAT AND ELEGANT 


BooKk BINDING 


FROM THE 


Plainest to the Most Elaborate Styles. 


EMBLEMATIC DESIGNS FOR ALL THE LEAD- 
ING SUBSCRIPTION BOOKS. 


SPECIMENS ON EXHIBITION. 


IF YOU WANT GOOD WORK, AT LOW FIGURES, AND SAVE AGENT'S 
COMMISSION, COME DIRECT TO 


JAMES E. WALKER, 


14 Dey Street, New York. 


A FILE OF NEW YORK HERALD, 1847, AND TIMES, TO DATE, AND 
ODD NUMBERS, FOR SALE. 


awe EDITION WORK AT SHORT NOTICE A SPECIALTY. 








E. Ridley & Sons, 


Grand, Allen & Orchard Sts., 
NEW YORK. 


STRAW BONNETS, 


FINE CHIPS, a 
att corom, | 490, 69¢., 85e. 
{S5e. 


She 500 DOZEN ENGLISH MILAN STRAW 
bs HATS, ALL COLORS. 


PORCUPINE HATS, 25 CENTS. 


Our Duapproachable Stock 


Cannot be described. EXAMINE, 


IT COMPRISES 


LATEST STYLES, FINEST BRAIDS. 


TRIMMEDHATS ANDBONNETS 


2.000 New Trimmed Hats 


MANY EXCLUSIVE NOVELTIES. 


MISSES’ TRIMMED HATS 


SUITABLE FOR 
MAY ANNIVERSARIES. 


OSTRICH FEATHERS 


LARGEST STOCK IN THIS CITY WITHOUT DOUBT, 
At 65c., 75c., $1, $1.25, $1.50, $2 to $20. 
OSTRICH TIPS, 3 IN A BUNCH, 35c., 50c., 75c., $1 TO $7. 50, 


Examine especially our fine qualities 


IMPORTED FRENCH FLOWERS, 


About one-fourth cost of importation. 


Dress Silks, 


FIRST FLOOR, NEW BUILDING. 


COLORED MOIRE, ALL SILK. FULL 20 INCHES WIDE, 
OLIVE, GARNET, BROWN, &c., 55c. PER YARD. 

78 PIECES BLACK MOIRE SILK, ALL SILK, 75c., 85c., 
$1, $1.25, to $3. 


FOULARD SILKS. 


BLACK GROUNDS, POLKA DOTS, 24 INCHES WIDE, 5éc., 
60c., 65¢., 75C. 


Summer Silks. 


140 PIECES ELEGANT QUALITY COLORED WHITE 
STRIPES AND CHECKS IN CHOICE COMBINATIONS OF 
COLORS, 75¢., $1.15. ¥ 

BLACK BROCADED SATINS, ALL SILK, 20 INCHES, 
55¢., 65C., 75C., 85¢., $1. CHEAPEST GOODS OFFERED. 


20-INCH GROS GRAIN, DESIRABLE COLORS, $1.17. 
LY WORTH $1.50. 


PARASOLS 


OVER 5,000 FINE PARASOLS AND SUN UMBRELLAS, EM- 
BRACING EVERY KNOWN STYLE WITH EVERY VARIE1Y 
OF MOUNTINGS. 


RIDLEY’S FASHION MAGAZINE. 


RESIDENT NEW YORKERS ENJOY NO GREATER AD- 
VANTAGES IN SHOPPING THAN DO OUT-OF-TOWN FAM- 
ILIES WHO TAKE THIS MAGAZINE, THE CHIEF FEA- 
TURE OF WHICH IS AN EXHAUSTIVE CATALOGUE AND 
PRICE LIST OF THE GREAT VARIETY OF GOODS ON 
SALE IN OUR 52 DEPARTMENTS. F 


ISSUED QUARTERLY AT 50 CENTS PER ANNUM; SINGLE 
COPIES, 15 CENTS. 


WE ALSO ISSUE A FREE CATALOGUE, WHICH WE SEND 
TO ANY ADDRESS ON APPLICATION. 


FUL- 


ORDERS BY MAIL WELL ATTENDED TO. 


EDW. RIDLEY & SONS, 


309, 311, 311 1-2 Crand Street; 





56, 58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68, 70 Allen Street; 
59, 61, 63 Orchard Street. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 
i STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 





ENO =X, 


THE HATTER’ 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES, 
Foreign Novelties. 
QUALITY — THE BEST!! _2 





Agents for the sale of these remarkable EX AA "3 "& § can be found in every city in the United States. 
All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 


None genuine without the trademark. 








JAMES M. BELL & CO., 
31 Broadway, New York. 


Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)...............+..0+00+ $6.00 


Billiard Tables. 








The grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, hag 
been awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables and Combination 
Cushions, Balls, Cues, etc.. at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. New 
and second-hand Billiard Tables in all designs at lowest prices, 


THE H. W. COLLENDER CO. 


768 BYWAY, New York.  |84&86 STATE ST., Chi. 
241 TREMONT ST., Boston. | 15S. 5TH ST., St. Louis. 


SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE, 


LEGGAT BROS., 


CHEAPEST 
BOOK STORE 
IN THE WORLD. 


498,762 NEW AND OLD BOOKS ALMOST GIVEN AWAY. 
NEW CATALOGUE FREE. SEND STAMP. 
IMMENSE PRICES PAID FOR OLD BOOKS. 


81 CHAMBERS STREET, 
Third door west of City Hall Park, N. Y. 


WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 
100 FLORINS GOVERNMENT BOND, 


ISSUED IN 1864, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and 
are redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a Prize. 
as there are NO BLANKS, 


THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 


200,000 FLORINS, 
20,000 FLORINS, 
15,000 FLORINS, 


And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 


200 Florins. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


isT OF JUNE, 1882. 


And every bond bought of us on or before the Ist of June is 
entitled to the whole premium that may 
oe drawn thereon on that date, 
Out-of-town orders sent in REGISTERED LETTERS, and inclos- 
ing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 
For orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING 00,, 
No. 180 Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874, 


aay” The above Government Bonds are not to be compared 
with any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of 
the laws of the United States. 
N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in Taz JupGe. 





No. 








THE ladies are now wearing jeweled garters. We 
gain this information from the press, and so state upon 
our Oath aforesaid. It seems to us that this is rather a 
peculiar move, but it may be all right. What effect it 
will have upon the fall elections we cannot say at this 
moment, nor what the result will be, looking at it from 
a social standpoint. We mean, of course, looking at 
the question under discussion, not the garter itself. 
Probably the next grand stride in the fashion line will 
be artifiical rats scattered around in convenient places, 
so that the wearers of moss-agate garters can jump 
upon a chair and howl. This is about the only way we 
can see for the public to be benefited by the prevailing 
style of garter. Diamond-studded garters might be 
hung on the hat-rack in the hall, where visitors could 
peruse them at their leisure, but after all, that would 
be a kind of hollow mockery. It would be like attend- 
ing a ballet where the performers wore ulster overcoats 
and chapparejos.— Boomerang. 


MEDICAL student to friend suffering with /ocg motor 
ataxy—“ Hold your breath if you want to cure your 
hiccups.” Invalid—‘ (Hic) can’t hold it, issh too (hic) 
strong.”—Princeton Tiger. 


THe New York Commercial Advertiser says that 
since hoops are becoming a more common feature of 
feminine attire, ‘‘ it is more difficult to take the meas- 
ure of a girl than ever.” No matter how voluminous 
her crinoline may be, an enterprising young man will 
get around her, as usual—or dislocate his shoulder in 
trying. 

‘Dogs the world miss any one?” queried a disconso- 
late maiden of some thirty-six summers and eight 
moons over. ‘The world will very likely continue to 
‘Miss’ you,” said her younger sister. ‘‘As for me, I 
shall be a ‘Mrs’ before cherries are ripe.” Oh, the 
depths of sisterly affection!—New Haven Register. 





HEISS’ CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE, 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 







COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


The Bicycle has proved itself to be a per- 
manent, practical road-vehicle, and the num- 
ber in daily use is rapidly increasing. Pro- 
fessional and business men, seekers after 
health or pleasure. all join in bearing witness 
to its merits. Send 3c. stamp for catalogue 
with price list and full information. 


THE POPE M’F’G CO0., 626 Washington St., Boston Mass. 
NEW YORK RIDING SCHOOL, 34th St., near 3d Ave. 


The Wilson Patent 
ADJUSTABLE CHAIR, 


With Thirty Changes of Position. 


Parlor, Library, Invalid Chair. Child’s 
Crib, Bed or Lounge, combining 
beauty, lightness, strength, sim- 
plicity, and comfort. Everything 
to an exact science. Orders by 
mail promptly attended to. 
Goods shipped to any address 
c.0.D. Send for Illustrated Cir- 
cular; quote THE JUDGE. 

The Wilson Adjus. Chair M’f’g Co., 


661 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


DODGING A CREDITOR. 


By “ED.” 
One of the Funniest Books Ever Published. 
PRICE TEN CENTS. 
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 
34 and 36 North Moore St., N. Y. 


Walker, Tuthill 2 Bresnan 


Successors to R. F. COLE & CO. 








READING POSITION. 


Address 











PRINTERS’ WAREHOUSE, 


201-205 WILLIAM STREET, 
New York. 


REE A 
Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calieys, Metal Furniture and 
Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 
for Engravers’ Use. Biockifig, Rout- 
ing. Mortising, Etc. 


CORNER FRANKFORT STREET, 








inders for filing “THE 
JUDGE” in book form 
FORSALE AT THE OFFICE, 13 
& 15 PARK ROW, N. Y. 
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PRICES REASONABLE. 





MANUFACTURER OF 


GRAND, SQUARE? UPRIGHT PIANOS 





TERMS EASY. 





Warerooms: Fifth Ave. and W. Sixteenth St., New York, 















































rH6& 2.0 Dee. 








SOME 


Of the numerous dealers, because they could see a 
few cents more profit, have been guilty of offering 
worthless substitutes for the only original and gen- 
uine Sulphur Soap—GLENN’S by name. There- 
fore, the public should guard against these deceptive 
imitations, and always ask for GLENN'S SUL- 
PHUR SOAP, by its full name, and take no other. 
Read the following evidence from a highly respecta- 
ble source: 
C. N. CritreENDon, Esa.— 

Dear Sir: I have traveled for three years for Messrs. Charles Scrib- 
ner’s Sons, publishers, New York, and desire to inform you that [ 
have u your incomparable Glenn’s Sulphur Soap exclu- 
sively for about four years; also have recommended it to very ma 
persons, and my constant experience has been that it possesses all the 
medicinal advantages that you claimfor it. All to whom I have rec- 
ommended it say, as well as myself, that it deserves its established 


reputation as the best and most efficacious Sulphur Soap that can be 
used for all skin cleansing, as well as toilet purposes. Some unprin- 





cipled drug-store keepers have other kinds 
of sulphur Soap for Glenn's—say @ they» were ‘ , as good,” A 
having myself tried other kinds, 7 *- ~ Lee - E a Te 80 | oS oF.98 





beneficial as the — 
mg also, I have learned to “observe, “tiways bears the name of 
“CO, N. Crittenton, a onthe pac ” 

. T. Z DURANT. 


Glenn’s Sulphur Soap. 


The most effective external Remedy 
extant for the cure of Skin Diseases and 
‘, for Beautifying the Complexion. 
CAUTION. There are counterfeits. Ask for 
Glenn’s Sulphur Soap, and see that the name 
of C. N, CRITTENTON is on each packet. 
Sold by druggists, 25c.; 3 cakes, 60c., 
and mailed to any address on receipt of 








price and 5 cts. extra per cake. 


CURES 
SKIN DISEASES. 





HALE’S HONEY 


—Or— 


HOREHOUND AND TAR 


FOR ADULTS and CHILDREN. 
The Great Cure for all COUGHS, COLDS, 
DIFFICULT BREATHING, and AFFEC- 
TIONS OF THE THROAT, BRONCHIAL 
TUBES and LUNGS, leading to CON- 








Children derive great benefit from its Sooth- 
ing properties when suffering with Croup and 
Whooping Cough. 

C. N. CRITTENTON, Prop’r, 115 Fulton st., N. Y. 
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 
Pike’s Toothache Drops cure in one minute, 





DO NOT THINK that Sapolio is a FANCY 
ARTICLE because it is put up in an attractive style. 


It will do more Work and will do 
it better than Three Cakes of any 
MINERAL OR SCOURING Soap 
ever made. 





BETTER and CHEAPER than SOAP 


FOR ALL 


HOUSE CLEANING PURPOSES. 
IT WILL CLEAN 
Paint, Marbl larble, Ol Bem Bath Tubs, Crockery, 


If WILL POLISH 
Daler ens, Comper and Steel Wares of all kinds 


ry or vfabattate for Ht 8 the IT— 
as — 
= mgt) a substitute for e Best 
TRY HAND SAPOLIO 
me everyday Toilet and Bath Soap. It has no 


Grocers and Druggists Sell Our Goods, 








Mr. Jouns, says Burdette, came to a hotel in Bis- 
marck with a cheap-looking trunk, worth about $7. 
The clerk sized him up, and gave him a back room, just 
under the roof, with a dormer window, a camp bed, 
and a tin basin for farniture.. The porter snubbed him, 
and he was the last man waited on at the table, and he 
was always seated where he couldn’t reach the bread 
and the castor. He went away on business, was gone 
six weeks, and left his room-door open. And then 
when he came back and opened that old trunk, and 
took $12,000 in gold out of it, the landlord pulled out 
all his hair for mortification, and went and got roaring 
drunk for five days; the clerk forgot to paste down his 
front hair, and went one whole day without changing 
his eight-inch cuffs, and the porter went out in the 
woods and lay down and died. Moral: Never disdain 
to go through a trunk because it looks cheap. You 
can’t tell what it may assay. 


Tue steamer Brooklyn, of the United States navy, 
got in the way of a yawl boat, and was cut down to the 
water’s edge, and had to be dry-docked for repairs. 
Now if they will keep that navy on the dry-dock it will 
be comparatively safe, unless the wind blows a piece of 
tin roofing against it. The government is very careless 
in trusting its navy in the water where there: are other 
boats. The navy should have trucks on it, and run 
ashore when it sees a skiff coming.—Peck’s Sun. 


A Brooktyn clergyman informs us that nine-tenths 
of the redeemed in heaven will be women. It seems 
too bad if religion has got to come down to such argu- 
ments to convert mankind.—Lowell Citizen. 


A NICE-LOOKING young man, who seated himself in a 
well-filled North Side car, held in between his jeweled 
fingers the stump of a cigar, giving out its dying fumes. 
They are not a pleasant odor, even to old smokers, and 
in this case was specially vicious. One bright little 
miss, a dozen years old, saucily remarked, so as to be 
heard: ‘If he will throw it away, I-will pick him up a 
longer stump as soon as we get up to the park.” It 
was not leng before that young man went to the front 
platform to see a man.—Clereland Herald. 


Tue New York Commercial Advertiser announces 
that ‘‘ eating matches are a favorite amusement among 
college students in Alabama.” These college noodles 
should be persuaded to eat a few parlor matches—the 
kind that have plenty of brimstone and sulphur on the 
business end. - That would cure ‘ eating matches” in 
colleges.— Exchange. 


Ir is said that the Mayor of Rolla, Mo., closed the 
schools one day last month, so that the children could 
go to see a criminal hanged. Very few mayors are so 
kind-hearted: He believes in letting the children have 
lots of enjoyment—and see what they will come to if 
they neglect their school-books and read dime novels. 
—Norristown Herald. 


Nature has her own way of canning fish, but she 
generallyzuses the peli-can for the. operation.—-Rome 
Sentinel. ~“* 





Jennings’ Sanitary Depot. 








JENNINGS PATENT WATER CLOSETS. 2 
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The * All Earthenware, Ws ccapweavered $35.00 
A. E. JENNINGS, | The “ Offget,”” ........... 26.00 
Proprietor. The “ Iron ‘irap. P iFee 30.00 
The ‘ * Trapless, EER: 25.00 





MY WIFE'S MOTHER, 


By “ BRICKTOP.” 





One of the funniest and most satirical books ever published; 
everybody knows “ BRICKTOP” as the great humorist of the 
day. Do not fail to purchase this book, and judge for yourself. 
Send 10 cents to 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 
Nos. 34 & 36 North Moore St., N. Y., 
and you will receive a copy by return mail. 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the 
best Candies in the World, put up in 
handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


Address, Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


wn: RHEUMATISM 


Geom, Gravel, anahetes. French Vegetal Selteyiotes, infallible, 
relieve at once; cure 

Beware of salicylic substitute. ‘L. A 
N. Y., only representative. Send stamp 
: Authentic proofs furnisked at office. 


ARIS, No. an Tath st., 


CO 
ROS., 
21,123, 195 and 127 


BOWERY, 


CORNER GRAND STREET, N. 








ess, 
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FURNITURE, CARPETS, 
DEDOING, &¢. 


For the information of those desiring 
to furnish their homes in a moderate 
manner we append the following list 
of prices: 


PARLOR. 

1 raw slik Parior Suite, 7 pieces.................00s0000- $40 00 
1 Center Table, marble | SR Oe eae ae 7 00 
1 Pier Glass,*French EEE See are 22 00 
2 pair raw) ‘ak Curtains, with Pole Cornices............. 20 00 


LIBRARY. 













1 Book-case..... ti. «sta adesemetes.,.tvepe Soak Gate sen os 15 00 
DE BEE oss 00S See's achnb sacabecdecssemabieese 9 00 
1 Lounge, 2 Easy” ¢ hi WE, BOOS CU siessc dst oitc es 18 00 
2 pair Curtains of raw silk, with Pole Cornices.......... 18 00 
DINING-ROOM. 
2 SRRRIO SO BORNE rales soo osc cceccccccccccsebascocce 18 00 
1 pillar Ex ension Table, claw fvot..... - 12 00 
2 Dining Arm-Chairs.................. om SD 
NN 56+ GENET coc cins coe. cabdecceccecdeowses 6 00 
BEDROOM SUITES. 
1 painted Chamber Suite, 6 pieces................ ....5- 12 00 
1 painted Chamber Dressing- Case Suite, 8 pieces......... 22 00 
1 ash Chamber Suite, 10 pieces............ 00... ..ce cece 35 00 
1 walnut Chamber Suite, 10 pieces............... cc... 50 00 
BEDDING. 
1 Hair Mattress, finest quality...............c.cccceccess 20 00 
2 Hair Pillows, or best feathers..................0000.00e 6 00 
1 Husk-filled Hair-top Mattress. ...............0ccccceeee 4 00 
I i ck cntcbincs bo setdrsdeesereutncsaeeces 1 
CARPETS. 

Moquettes, per yard............... 1 55 
Body Brussels, 5-frame, per yard 1 50 
Body Brussels, 3-frame, per yard. 1 2 
Tapestry Brussels, per yard..... 60 
Ex. Tapestry Brussels, per yard 75 
Ingrains, all wool................ 55 
Ingrains, all wool, ex. superfine... .. 75 
OU FO ons cucccenecdes\ -ntedas 40 
PN MI SUNN inieinn.0o dn kes ecncebasesndnre 10 


All Goods sold on the Most Reasonable 
Terms of Payment. Our large capital ena- 
bles us to give longer credit and better terms 
than any other house in the trade. Our inva- 
riably fair treatment of customers is well 
known. We never subject them to any of the 
annoyances practiced ood hy Petty dealers. 


ILLUSTRATED DESCRIPTIVE PRICE LIST SENT 
FREE ON APPLICATION. 





Mention “THE JUDGE.” 


JAS. & EDWARD COOG 


121, 123, 125, 127 BOWERY, 


Corner CRAND ST., New York. 
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A COLORED STATESMAN AT THE HUB. 
NOT YET A MAN AND A BROTHER IN BOSTON. 





